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	1. Broken

_Author's Note: __This was written before RWBY Volume 4 came out. I'm certain things will go very differently in the actual show, but I wanted to do my own take on how Yang would deal with what happened to her at the end of Volume 3._

_This is the Teen and Up version of the story. The Mature version has been posted on Archive of Our Own under the same title and username._

* * *

><p><strong>Chapter 1: Broken<strong>

Bleak winter snow covered the fallen leaves outside of Yang's bedroom window. The harsh cold of the season had washed away the vibrant colors of autumn. The beautiful foliage of Patch Island was gone, replaced by skeletal husks of trees and endless fields of dreary white.

Yang watched the dead world outside listlessly from her bed. She wished the winter would last forever, but she knew that a spark of life still lay dormant beneath the snow. Time would move inextricably forward for the rest of the world. The seasons would turn, and spring would come. The color would return, and she would be the only thing left that was cold and dead.

The battle for Beacon had reached its grisly conclusion months ago, but for Yang, it might as well have been yesterday. All it took was the slightest reminder, the slightest tickle of memory, and she was back in the ruined remains of the school's dining hall. She could feel the heat of the flames. She could hear Blake's cries of pain singeing her ears. And most of all, she could see that monster standing over her partner, plunging his sword into her chest.

Many words had been used to describe Yang over the years: strong, confident, cocky, brash. Right now, however, the only word that Yang really felt described her was useless. All the students and teachers of Beacon had fought bravely to protect the innocent people of Vale. Some of them had even given their lives. And Yang had been absolutely useless.

During Yang's time at Signal and Beacon Academies, her instructors had often chastised her for being too reckless when she fought. She'd always dismissed their critiques. She'd told herself that they just didn't understand what it was like to have a semblance like hers. She'd always known her up-close and personal fighting style would earn her more than her fair share of scars, but she'd also known that she would always win in the end. She was Yang Xiao Long after all.

That's why the very second Yang had seen Blake in mortal danger, the only thought in her head had been the overriding need to destroy the monster that dared to threaten her partner. She hadn't hesitated, and she hadn't contemplated the possibility she could fail. She just charged in to do what she did best, knowing that there was nothing the monster could do to her that wouldn't make her stronger.

Oh how wrong Yang had been. In one terrible moment, that monster had shown her that she was not invincible. One single strike from his sword had effortlessly gone through her aura, overwhelmed her semblance, and carved through her body.

Yang had relived that instant in time over and over and over again. It defined her whole world now. Every single day she felt the sword bite her flesh. She saw the metal cleave her bones.

The first few week after Yang had been back on Patch, she'd spent time thinking, trying to figure out where her mistake had been. However, the more and more she thought about it, the more she realized there hadn't been a mistake. There had never been any choice for her but to do all she could to save Blake.

Yang's first night at Beacon was also the first time she'd met Blake. She'd had no idea that Blake would soon be her partner. She'd had even less idea that Blake would quickly become not only her friend but her best friend. She couldn't say why she and Blake had bonded so quickly, but it was undeniable that they had. Unlike Ruby and Weiss, Yang and Blake had come to understand each other from the moment they had locked eyes in the Emerald Forest. They'd fought side-by-side like they'd been doing it for years. They'd hung out like they were old friends. They just worked together without having to work at it.

It had taken Yang by surprise, but one day she'd realized that she was developing romantic feelings for Blake. Yang wasn't sure what to do at first. It wasn't because she was inexperienced in the ways of romance. To the contrary, she'd had a steady stream of boyfriends and girlfriends over the years. But those relationships had all been over quickly, enjoyable though they were. That wasn't what she wanted to have with Blake. Blake meant too much to her to just be another fling.

Yang liked to think she knew Blake better than almost anyone. After all, she knew which eye roll meant, "That pun was funny, but I don't want to admit it," and which meant, "I really wish you would stop talking now." However, she'd never been able to decipher if Blake would have any interest in dating her or not. Yang understood that not everyone was a flexible as her when it came to physical attraction, and she had learned the hard way how simply asking a friend out could have disastrous consequences.

Despite her better judgment, Yang had almost confessed her feelings to Blake during their heart-to-heart just before the school dance that Team RWBY had put on. She had only held back because she hadn't wanted to put any more emotional pressure on Blake. Later at the dance itself, she had spent an embarrassing amount of time watching Blake and Sun together. Blake had always emphatically insisted that Sun wasn't her boyfriend, but Yang wasn't so sure seeing the two of them together. It had made her happy to see Blake being sociable, but her jealousy had been so palpable, she'd practically had to physically pummel it into submission.

Ultimately, Yang had decided that Blake's friendship was more important to her and had just written off her feelings as a silly crush that would fade with time. But her feelings hadn't faded. And when she'd seen Blake helpless on the ground, the emotions that had rushed through her had been so intense that she couldn't deny the truth. Somewhere along the way she had fallen in love with Blake. In that moment, Yang would have sacrificed anything to save Blake. And she had saved her. It had cost her an arm, but she had saved Blake.

And then Blake had abandoned her.

Yang hadn't believed it at first. When Sun had tried to explain to Yang that Blake had run, she had said some downright nasty things to him. Even as she was being helped into the airship returning to Patch, she'd expected Blake to show up. But Blake hadn't come. She really had run. And she had hurt Yang worse than any monster with any sword ever could have.

Yang wondered if Blake knew what she had sacrificed for her. Ruby had always wanted to become a huntress to make the world a better place. It was one of the many things Yang adored about her baby sister. Yang wasn't so noble however. She wanted to become a huntress so she could fight, plain and simple.

Every huntsman- and huntress-to-be was good at fighting. A lot of them enjoyed it too. Yang didn't like fighting; she loved it. It was more exciting than riding her motorcycle dangerously fast. It was more exhilarating than sex. It made her feel more alive than anything else in all of Remnant. It was her life, and now her life was over. Her dad had given her many a pep talk about how there were plenty of things she could still do, but Yang knew he was wrong. Fighting was what she'd been born for.

Maybe it would all have been worth it to save Blake. But Blake had run away. She had spit in the face of Yang's sacrifice. She hadn't even had the guts to say goodbye.

Yang closed her eyes. Thinking about Blake wouldn't help things. On a good day, she could slip into a mental oblivion and lay there numbly as the hours drifted by. But it seemed that today was not going to be a good day. Visions of Blake leaving her behind while she was bleeding and unconscious taunted her. Phantom pains from her missing arm made it impossible to forget what she'd lost.

Resigned, Yang kicked the covers off of herself and slowly got to her feet. It was rare that she left her bed these days. Her legs were stiff from so much inactivity. The old Yang would have been appalled at how sedentary she'd become, but the old Yang was dead.

Yang made her way through the small house to the single bathroom and shut the door behind her. On days like this, when her mind refused to be still, her only relief was to fill the bathtub with scalding hot water and soak in it until the water turned cold. That way she could just float there and pretend she didn't exist.

Yang turned on the bathtub faucet and let the water slowly fill it. She glanced in the bathroom mirror. The creature that looked back at her was absolutely wretched. She was wearing two-day-old clothing. Her mane of blonde hair was greasy and matted. Dark bags hung under her lifeless eyes.

Yang was close enough to the mirror that only her face and shoulders were visible. If she concentrated hard enough, she could pretend that she was whole. But it was just an illusion and she knew it.

Yang took a step back and let the mirror show her how she really was. A sneer worked its way onto her face. Her stump of a right arm was just so pathetic looking, it was almost comical. It was a sick joke, and she was the punchline. Red seeped into her eyes. She could see the monster mocking her. She imagined Blake looking disgustedly at her disfigured body. Yang curled her left hand into a fist and slammed it into the mirror with a cry of frustration.

The mirror shattered. Yang felt tiny shards of glass biting ineffectually at her aura. It protected her just like it was supposed to, just like it always had until it had really mattered.

Yang sunk to the floor and curled into a ball.

Hurried footsteps from elsewhere in the house echoed over the sound of the running water. They grew closer until there was a knock at the door. On the other side, Taiyang said, "I heard a noise! Is everything okay?"

Yang didn't answer. She just curled up even tighter. Tears quietly stained her cheeks.

The door slowly opened. When Taiyang saw the state of his daughter, he rushed into the room. "Oh my poor little girl," he said.

Yang felt two caring arms prop her up into a sitting position. Then her dad was there, hugging her and rocking her gently as she cried.

"Everything's going to be okay, Little Dragon," Taiyang said.

"No!" Yang spat out suddenly. She pushed away from Taiyang. "I wish you'd stop saying that! Everything is not going to be okay! Beacon is crawling with grimm! My friends are gone! Ruby left! And I…I…"

Taiyang took his daughter into his arms again. Yang relented and desperately clutched at his vest. She mumbled, "Why do I always get left behind? Raven. Mom. Blake. Ruby. They all left me."

Taiyang patted Yang's back comfortingly. He said, "Ruby will…Ruby will be back. Just you wait and see."

"I don't care!" Yang shouted, but it wasn't true. The floodgates of her emotion had burst open. She was hideously jealous of Ruby for being out in the world, fighting the good fight when she couldn't anymore. She hated Blake for running away. But more than anything, she longed to have her sister and friends back. Yang's feelings pulled at her until she felt like she was going to be torn in half.

"I don't care!" Yang wailed as if she could make herself believe it. "I don't care! I don't care!"

It had taken an hour for Yang to calm down again. Taiyang had spent the whole time with her, rocking her gently and whispering comforting things to her. Afterward, Yang had returned to bed to let the numbness claim her once again. She had eventually drifted off to sleep.

* * *

><p>The next morning, Yang's eyes fluttered open to the sound of muffled voices on the other side of her bedroom door. She heard her dad speaking to someone. She hoped it wasn't more well-wishers. Just about everyone she knew on Patch had visited her over the past few months, and she didn't think she could stand any more well-meaning advice or one more stupid platitude about how everything would get better.<p>

"This isn't funny Qrow," Yang heard her dad say.

Yang was surprised to hear her uncle's name. She figured he'd be running around like crazy, trying to stop Cinder and her minions. Yang rolled over in bed to face the door so she could listen better.

Qrow's unmistakable scratchy voice answered Taiyang, "Does it look like I'm laughing?"

"Why would Ruby go to Atlas?" Taiyang asked.

Yang sighed and closed her eye. Qrow was just here to give Dad news about Ruby it seemed. It sounded like she was out there being the hero she'd always wanted to be. At least one of them got to live their dreams.

"All the leads dried up in Haven," Qrow said. "Guess the kid must've found something that pointed her to Atlas."

"But why would she go alone?" Taiyang demanded.

"I don't know," Qrow said. "I think the other kids are trying to find more clues. The only thing I've heard about going on in Atlas is increased White Fang activity."

Yang's eyes opened. She sat up in bed. Ruby was going after the White Fang? Not only that, she was going after them without what was left of Team JNPR? And uneasy feeling settled in Yang's stomach. It was quite distinct from the haze of crushing despair that had gripped her for so long.

Taiyang said, "But what if she runs into Cinder there!?"

"You can't protect her from the world forever, Tai," Qrow said. "Not with things like they are now. Not when she's the S—"

"I don't care what you or your Brotherhood think Ruby is!" Taiyang interrupted. "She's still my little girl!"

Taiyang and Qrow started to bicker, but Yang had stopped listening. The White Fang were in Atlas, and Ruby was going after them. Yang looked down at her stump. She saw that monster again, only this time he held his sword to Ruby instead of Blake. She couldn't let him hurt her baby sister. She had to do something.

Yang got out of bed. She walked to her bedroom door and pushed it open. The door opened into the house's small living area. Qrow and Taiyang were standing there face-to-face like they were about to come to blows. Their argument stopped the moment they heard the creak of Yang's door.

"Dad, we have to go to Atlas," Yang said deliberately.

"I, uh…We do?" Taiyang asked.

"Ruby's there. She needs our help," Yang said.

"You're right!" Taiyang said, instantly brightening. "You're absolutely right!"

Qrow scratched his head. "That's really not a good idea. Things have gotten really dangerous out there."

Yang said, "Then we'd better get going right away."

"Look kid, there's no way you're going to be able to get a permit to travel to Atlas," Qrow said. "After what happened at the Vytal Festival, the place is practically on lockdown."

Taiyang, who had already produced a suitcase, said, "But you have permission to travel. And I bet you could get permission for us too. I think Ironwood owes you at least that much."

"It doesn't matter what he owes me," Qrow said exasperatedly. "I can't contact him with the CCTTs down."

"Ruby needs us, Uncle Qrow," Yang said with a resolve that surprised her. "So we're going to Atlas."

"You heard my daughter," Taiyang said. He was rushing through the house, haphazardly tossing things into his suitcase. "So are you going to help us or not?"

"This is a bad idea," Qrow grumbled in frustration. He produced his flask and took a long drink. "Fine. I'll help. But you're on your own once you get there! I've still got my own mission."

"Thanks, Uncle Qrow," Yang said. She knew Qrow was right. This was a bad idea. In fact, this might be the worst idea she'd ever had. Even if she managed to find Ruby, what could she really do to help? She'd probably end up being nothing more than a burden. She was once again leaping to someone's rescue without thinking about the consequences, but she couldn't help it. Besides Dad, Ruby was the one thing she had left in this world, and for the first time in months, Yang felt the need to act.

* * *

><p><em>Author's Note: The ending of RWBY Volume 3 could not have come at a worse time for me. It just happened to coincide with a member of my immediate family having to undergo an amputation in order to save their life. Needless to say, I was a bit of an emotional wreck. This story was born from the need for me to sort out my feelings. But don't worry. It's not going to be all gloom and doom. You can't keep Yang down forever.<em>

_Constructive criticism is always welcome so please feel free to review or comment. If you want to be notified of updates or send me a message, you can find me on tumblr under the name electronicyarn._


	2. Bleak as Snow

**Chapter 2: Bleak as Snow**

Yang and her dad and uncle had managed to secure a flight to Atlas after some antics on Taiyang's part. Yang was surprised that the police hadn't been called, but fortunately, Uncle Qrow's smooth talking had calmed everything down. He could be very charming when he put his mind to it.

The flight from Vale had been long, boring, and almost completely devoid of other passengers. Yang had spent the time contemplating what an idiotic mistake she was making. The closer they'd gotten to Atlas, the more she'd wanted to go home and crawl back into bed. It was too late for Yang to change her mind now, however. They'd arrived. The three of them were already walking down the exit ramp at the airdocks.

Winters in the northern kingdom of Atlas were bitterly cold and this one was no exception. Yang was dressed appropriately for the weather, with a thick, brown jacket and a yellow knit cap and matching scarf. The right sleeve of her jacket was rolled up and pinned in place to keep it from flopping around. It had actually been a long time since Yang had worn proper winter clothes, even though her dad had kept buying them for her. She'd figured out a long time ago how to use her semblance to keep herself warm. It was something she used to do all the time just to show off when the weather turned cold. However, she didn't feel much like showing off these days.

Qrow was traveling light as he always did, but Taiyang was carrying a suitcase for himself in one hand and a duffel for Yang in the other. Like all huntsmen, Qrow and Taiyang had their weapons close at hand. Qrow's scythe was in its usual place, and Taiyang's poleaxe was folded up into its rifle configuration and slung over his shoulder. Yang was wearing Ember Celica as well—at least the left half of it. Her right gauntlet had been lost along with her arm. For all she knew it had ended up inside some grimm's stomach. She hadn't planned on bringing her remaining gauntlet with her, but Taiyang had insisted. She had humored him rather that argue, for all the good it would do if a fight broke out.

"Ah great," Qrow said irritably, glancing down the ramp. "It's the Ice Queen."

Yang perked up at the mention of Weiss's nickname. She hadn't even thought about it, but last Yang had heard Weiss had returned to Atlas. She followed Qrow's gaze but saw that he was looking at someone else entirely. There was a young woman with ivory hair standing rigidly at the end of the ramp, accompanied by a small entourage that included a few soldiers and mechanical Atlesian Knights. She was dressed regally in an expensive looking pea coat and fur hat. An elegant saber hung from her hip. Her expression was one of carefully practiced aloofness. Yang realized the woman must be Weiss's sister. She'd never had a chance to meet Winter during her brief visit to Vale, but the family resemblance was unmistakable.

"Is that Winter Schnee?" Taiyang asked. "What's she doing here?"

"Ironwood probably sent her here to see what I'm up to," Qrow said. "Or to piss me off. If that's the case, it's working."

As the trio approached, Yang caught Winter's eyes darting to her missing arm. Yang scowled. Everyone always had the same reaction when they saw it. First it was disbelief, then it was pity. Yang hated it, especially the pity. Pity didn't fix anything; it just reminded her that she was broken. To Yang's surprise however, something more akin to disapproval flashed in Winter's eyes until she quickly schooled her face back to its default expression.

"Here for a rematch, Specialist?" Qrow asked as disrespectfully as he could. "Or has old Jimmy sent you to finally apologize?"

"Neither," Winter said in her characteristic monotone. "As hard as you may find this to believe, I have no business with you today."

"Well that hurts my feelings," Qrow said. "So what are you doing here then?"

Winter looked past Qrow and at Yang and Taiyang. "My business is with them."

"Us?" Taiyang asked, scratching his head. "If this is about that little, uh, misunderstanding we had getting tickets to Atlas…"

Qrow elbowed Taiyang in the gut. "Shut up, Tai," he mumbled.

Winter's eyes narrowed, but she said, "I'm here to inform you that Yang Xiao Long's application to transfer to Atlas Academy has been approved."

"It has? But Yang didn't apply to Atlas," Taiyang said, dumbly.

Qrow sighed wearily and went for his flask.

Winter said, "That would be unfortunate, if it were true. Given the recent events at the Vytal Festival, no one is currently being allowed into Atlas unless they have a valid reason. Anyone caught trying to enter the kingdom without proper authorization is to be arrested on sight."

"Uh…" Taiyang said.

"But as your daughter is now a student at Atlas Academy, you both have cause to enter the kingdom," Winter said.

"Oh. Oh!" Taiyang said. "Well, uh, that is why we're here."

"I'm sure," Winter said.

"Well, well," Qrow said mockingly. "The Ice Queen bending the rules. I thought I'd never see the day. What's the occasion?"

"I'm not bending any rules!" Winter said a little too quickly.

"Sure you're not," Qrow said.

Winter's eyes twitched, but she kept her calm. She turned back to Taiyang. "Unfortunately, now that your daughter is here, you must leave Atlas immediately."

"What!?" Taiyang said. "That's ridiculous!"

"You should be grateful that you have been given the privilege of briefly visiting Atlas during these troubled times to see your daughter off," Winter said.

"Well I'm not leaving," Taiyang said. He placed his arms around Yang. "I have to look after my little girl."

"As a huntsman yourself, I think you know that if your daughter needs looking after, she has no business being enrolled in a combat school," Winter said.

"Did you know this would happen, Qrow?" Taiyang asked accusingly.

"No," Qrow said. "I thought the two of you would've been thrown in jail."

Taiyang pointed a finger at Winter. "Well don't you think for a minute that—"

"Excuse me, sir," one of Winter's entourage said in a polite tone. "You needn't worry about Yang. I'll look after her."

Yang recognized the voice. "Weiss?" she asked.

"Hello, Yang. It's…good to see you again," Weiss said, stepping forward.

Yang was surprised she hadn't noticed Weiss there, even given her current emotional state. Maybe it was because Weiss was wearing an Atlas Academy uniform and had her hair up in a bun instead of her usual side-tail.

Taiyang asked, "And who are you?"

"Dad, this is Weiss," Yang explained. "Ruby's partner, remember?"

"You're Ruby's partner?" Taiyang asked.

"Yes sir. At least, I was when we were both attending Beacon," Weiss said.

"Ruby's told me a lot about you," Taiyang said. "She has a lot of respect for you."

"Thank you, sir," Weiss said, briefly bowing her head.

"Yang? Are you okay with this?" Taiyang asked.

Yang realized this was her chance to back out. She could admit defeat and go back home. The trouble Winter was giving them was the best excuse she was going to get.

Yang looked at Weiss. She wasn't sure what she expected to see. Weiss was doing her best to affect the same aloof air as her sister, but with much less success. Yang could see turbulent emotions swirling in her eyes, but there was also something else. If Yang had to put a named to it, it would be hope.

Yang looked back at her dad and said, "Yeah. I'll be okay."

Taiyang nodded. He set down his bags and then enveloped Yang in a bear hug. "Make sure both my girls come back to me, alright?"

"I will," Yang said, hugging her dad back as best she could with only one arm.

"I love you, Little Dragon," Taiyang said.

Winter interjected, "I believe your airship back to Vale is departing soon. I suggest you don't miss it."

Taiyang let go of his daughter. "You be good, Sweetie," he said. He picked up his suitcase, leaving Yang's duffel behind. As he started walking back to the airship, he shouted over his shoulder. "And be sure to write! I want to hear about everything!"

"I will," Yang said.

Qrow took one more long swig from his flask. When he was done, he looked at Yang with an unreadable expression. He put his flask away and said, "Good luck, kid." Then he walked away.

Yang watched her dad and uncle go. She felt a quick stab of panic. Regardless of how bad an idea this was, she was well and truly committed now. Dad was counting on her to find Ruby.

Weiss said, "I've made arrangements for your accommodation until you're assigned a dorm room."

Yang looked back at Weiss. At least she wasn't completely alone in this unfamiliar kingdom. It was so weird seeing someone else from Team RWBY again. It was even weirder because of how Weiss was dressed. It was like Yang had fallen into some strange new world where the people were the same, but all the rules had changed. She supposed in a sense that was true.

"It's good to see you again too," Yang said.

Winter cleared her throat loudly. "As touching as this is, we all have places we need to be."

"Right," Yang said. "Thanks for getting me into Atlas."

"Don't thank me. It was my sister who sponsored you," Winter said in a tone that made it clear she didn't approve. "I trust your performance won't reflect poorly on her. Atlas Academy expects nothing but the best from all of its students regardless of their…circumstances."

"You needn't worry," Weiss said. "Yang won't disappoint."

"We will see," Winter said. With that, she turned on her heels and walk purposefully away, her entourage in tow.

Yang turned to Weiss. "Thank you."

"Anything for a friend," Weiss said. "There's a limousine waiting for us, if you're ready."

Yang reached down and picked up her duffel. "Lead the way," she said.

The car waiting for Yang and Weiss was long and sleek. The Schnee Company logo was emblazoned on it everywhere. It was very clearly as much a display of wealth and power as it was a means of transportation. Yang didn't much like it. The arrogance the car represented was almost palpable enough to choke on.

A fit-looking young man was dutifully waiting by the car. When he saw Weiss and Yang approaching, he stood up a little straighter. He looked at Yang and said, "Can I take your luggage for you, miss?"

"I got it, thanks," Yang said defensively.

"It's alright, Yang," Weiss said. "He's just going to put it in the trunk."

"Oh. Fine," Yang said. She handed the bag to the man. He teetered a bit when Yang let go. The duffel wasn't as light as she'd made it look. Taiyang had packed the bag, and he was not one to leave behind anything that he thought might be needed.

The young man managed to keep his balance and opened the door for the two young women. Yang followed Weiss into the limo. The interior was more like a luxury resort than a car. It was plush and padded and boasted a minibar, data ports to plug in scrolls and even a holographic projector.

After loading Yang's duffel into the trunk, the young man took his place in the driver's seat. He asked Weiss, "What is your destination, madam?"

"To the mansion please," Weiss said.

"Yes madam." The driver nodded and started up the car.

Yang asked, "You're putting me up at the Schnee family mansion? Does your dad know?"

"My father is away on business," Weiss said, not bothering to disguise the venom in her voice. "He's busy visiting Vale to reassure investors that the attack won't negatively impact Schnee Dust Company business there."

"Oh," Yang said.

As the limo navigated the city streets of Atlas, an awkward silence settled between Yang and Weiss. Their relationship had suffered its ups and downs in the time they had known each other. And it had started on a very down note. That was no surprise. Being mean to Ruby was the easiest way to get on Yang's bad side. Weiss's later clash with Blake over her history with the White Fang had not helped matters. However, as Weiss's true character had begun to shine through the mask her father had taught her to wear, Yang had grown to like her. Eventually, she had been just as proud to call Weiss her teammate as Ruby or Blake.

The training that Yang and Weiss had done together to prepare for the doubles round in the Vytal Festival had really brought then closer together as friends. But now, after all the months apart, after everything that had happened, it was like they were strangers again.

"Your father seems nice," Weiss said, trying to break the silence.

"He is," Yang said. She searched for something more to say. All she came up with was, "That uniform looks good on you."

"I don't really care for it," Weiss said, self-consciously picking at the hem of the skirt. "But Atlas is much more strict about their dress code than Beacon."

"I guess that explains the bun," Yang said.

"I don't care for that either," Weiss said.

"So…how is Atlas Academy?" Yang asked.

"Very different. I've been made the leader of my own team. Team WHYT," Weiss said.

"Isn't it weird to be made team leader mid-semester?" Yang asked.

"My father insisted," Weiss said ruefully. "He's one of the Academy's biggest financial backers. He used his influence to make sure I was, 'put in a position fitting of my status as a Schnee.'"

"Wow," Yang said.

"It's been…difficult being back here. Father's expectations for me have never changed, but it was much easier to ignore him when we were an ocean apart," Weiss said. "And Team WHYT isn't like Team RWBY."

"Being leader isn't what you expected, huh?" Yang asked.

"Well yes, but that's not really it," Weiss said. "My new partner, Hazelle, was a team leader herself until my father's meddling. She isn't happy with the new arrangements."

Yang wondered if she should remind Weiss of her own behavior back when Ruby was appointed team leader over her. The old Yang would have gladly made a jibe about Weiss getting a taste of her own medicine, but Yang decided to not bring it up.

"You know I'm not actually going to go to Atlas Academy, right?" Yang asked, hoping she hadn't inadvertently created trouble for Weiss.

"I had expected that," Weiss said. "But when I heard you and your father and uncle had bullied your way onto an airship flying to Atlas, sponsoring you was all I could think to do. Winter was going to arrest you."

"How'd you change her mind?" Yang asked.

"I…I begged her," Weiss said.

"Oh. Um…" Yang said. She knew that begging was not something Weiss would do lightly. "Well, thanks again."

"So why did you come here?" Weiss asked.

Yang looked away. She lowered her head slowly and said, "I'm here to find Ruby. She's come to Atlas. Alone."

"Ruby's here!?" Weiss exclaimed. In an instant, she whipped out her scroll and dialed a number.

"I thought the CCTTs weren't working," Yang said.

"They have the local network back up in Atlas," Weiss said. Her scroll rang several times. "Why isn't she answering?"

"That prick Mercury shot Ruby's scroll," Yang said. "I don't think she's replaced it. No point really with the towers down."

Weiss looked very disappointed. She closed her scroll. "What about Blake? Have you heard from her?"

"No," Yang said tersely.

"Well maybe she's—" Weiss started.

"I don't care," Yang said. Maybe if she said it enough times she would believe it.

"We…we don't know why she ran away, Yang. She could have had a good reason," Weiss said.

"I never thought you'd be the one defending her to me," Yang said.

The hurt look on Weiss's face immediately made Yang regret what she'd said. Weiss opened her mouth to speak, but promptly closed it again.

Yang sighed wearily. "Sorry," she mumbled.

The limousine came to a halt. Yang glanced out the window and saw that they'd arrived. The driver stepped out of the car and once again opened the door for his passengers. Yang had never really wondered what the Schnee family residence looked like, and it was just as well. The real thing overshadowed anything she might have imagined. It was positively massive with imposing arches and pointed rooftops. It was not a home but a castle where the lord of the land could plot his next conquest.

The mansion and its surrounding grounds were situated on a hilltop on the outskirts of downtown Atlas. All the better for the king to survey his domain. The view was simply breathtaking. If Yang had been in a better mood, she might have been inspired by the sight.

Yang saw the driver handling her bag. She immediately snatched it out of his hand. "I got it," she said.

"Are you sure you—" the driver started.

Yang flashed him a look that shut him up quick.

Weiss had already made her way to the mansion's entryway. Yang jogged to catch up with her and followed her through the front door. The grand foyer inside was designed to impress. Lavish carpets and priceless works of art decorated the space. Statues of the great Schnees of the past lined both sides of the room, standing guard like soldiers. As Yang walked past them she couldn't help but feel that their cold, lifeless eyes were judging her.

Yang had had many preconceived notions about Weiss's family—everyone the world over did—but it wasn't until now that she really understood what they were like. Despite everything filling it, the foyer felt empty. The art and statues and decorations all looked too perfect to be real. This might as well have been a museum with everything sealed behind a barrier of glass.

Yang hadn't stopped to consider what kind of trauma Weiss might have gone through these past few months. Weiss had never spoken fondly of her dad, when she had even spoken of him at all. If the foyer was any indication, he was a man that needed to control everyone and everything in his life. That need undoubtedly extended to his youngest daughter.

"I've had the staff prepare a room for you," Weiss said with her back to Yang.

Yang set her bag down and grabbed Weiss's arm, forcing her to stop and turn around. She said, "Look, Weiss, I'm sorry, okay?"

"It's alright. I deserved that," Weiss said.

"No. You didn't," Yang said. "You're not that person anymore, even if you're back in Atlas."

"Thanks, Yang," Weiss said. "So do you know why your sister came here? Does she think Cinder is here?"

"I don't know," Yang said. "My uncle thinks it's because the White Fang are here in Atlas."

"The White Fang? That explains why my father was so agitated just before he left. Do you think…?" Weiss trailed off.

"Do I think what?" Yang asked.

Weiss's eyes flickered to Yang's missing arm. She hesitantly asked, "Do you think he's here?"

Yang lowered her eyes. There was no question who Weiss was talking about. "I don't know," she said softly. "But if he is…and Ruby…"

"We won't let anything happen to her," Weiss said.

"Yeah," Yang said uncertainly.

"Well, if the White Fang really are here, we need to get you back into fighting shape," Weiss said.

Yang looked up sharply. Her eye's narrowed. "That's not funny."

"I should hope not. It wasn't a joke," Weiss said.

"I am sick and tired of everyone thinking that I am going to be alright! Look at me!" Yang waved her stump in front of Weiss. "This is not something you get better from!"

"That attitude certainly won't help," Weiss said.

Yang blinked and her eyes went red. "Are you mocking me?"

"Not at all," Weiss said. "This is Atlas. The finest technology in all of Remnant can be found here. Including the latest in cybernetics."

"Dad already looked into that!" Yang said. "But even if we sold everything we owned, we still wouldn't have enough money for something like that."

Weiss looked Yang dead in the eye. "Think about who you're talking to. Money is not going to be a concern."

"You…you're going to buy me a new arm?" Yang asked bewildered. Her eyes shifted back to their usual lilac hue.

"What good is my family's wealth if I can't use it for something like that?" Weiss asked.

"Would your dad even let you?" Yang asked.

"I'm sure father wouldn't approve, but I couldn't care less what he thinks," Weiss said. "He gave me back access to my trust fund, and I will spend it as I see fit."

"I…" Yang stammered. A small feeling of hope began to rise in her chest. She instinctively pushed it down. She had spent the last few months hiding from her own emotions, terrified of the demons they might unleash. She was afraid that this new glimmer of hope might vanish like a wisp of smoke if she touched it, and she'd be left devastated all over again.

"We'll need to research which doctors are able to perform the procedure," Weiss said. "We can start today if you feel ready."

Yang looked at her stump. Could it really be as simple as that? It was stupid, but she had grown so used to feeling numb and useless that she almost didn't want to feel better. Despair had just become her new normal, and she hadn't been prepared for that to change.

"Yang?" Weiss asked softly.

"Yeah," Yang said. "I'm up for it."

* * *
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	3. Dreams and Hope

**Chapter 3: Dreams and Hope**

Weiss had absolutely insisted that Yang's treatment be handled by the best Atlas had to offer, and that meant going to the Blutig Medical Center. As Weiss had explained it to Yang, it was the most prestigious medical facility in the whole kingdom if not the whole world. It turned out that Blutig was one of the only places that could perform cybernetic replacement surgery anyway. There were few technology companies that could manufacture the artificial limbs and even fewer doctors proficient in the surgical procedures necessary to attach them.

Yang had gone bug-eyed when she'd seen the estimated cost of the surgery. She doubted she'd ever earn that much Lien in her entire life, but Weiss hadn't been concerned. In fact, she'd seemed to get a sort of sadistic glee from spending her dad's money on something he wouldn't approve of.

Even with the prohibitive cost of the surgery, there was a waiting list to have the procedure done. Weiss had used the influence of her family name to get Yang bumped up to the front of the line. Ordinarily, Yang wouldn't have been comfortable with such blatant cheating, but Weiss had simply told Yang that the sooner she had two arms, the sooner she would be able to help Ruby. It wasn't something Yang could argue against.

A whirlwind of consultations and pre-op procedures later, Yang found herself lying on an operating table. There was a bevy of nurses and doctor's assistants in the room, hooking Yang up to monitoring equipment and getting ready for the doctor's arrival.

Yang was more nervous than she would care to admit. She was no stranger to Beacon Academy's medical ward, but getting patched up after a good fight was very different than undergoing actual surgery. She was really eager for this to be over with.

The doctor finally walked into the room wearing black surgical scrubs. His name was Dr. Schwartz if Yang remembered correctly; the past few days had been a blur. Dr. Schwartz looked far too young to be performing cutting-edge surgery, but if he could get the job done, Yang wasn't going to hold his age against him.

"How are we doing this morning, Ms. Xiao Long?" Dr. Schwartz asked jovially.

"Fine," Yang said tersely. She was really, really tired of people asking her that.

"Are you ready to get started?" Dr. Schwartz asked.

"Yeah. Let's do this," Yang said.

"Let's get the anesthetic going," Dr. Schwartz said to one of his assistants.

A nurse produced a device that looked a lot like a nail gun with a plastic tube attached to it. Yang had seen one before. It was called an injector, and it was used to get needles into people with active auras. There were many wonderful benefits to aura, but it did tend to complicate certain medical procedures. Yang didn't even want to know what kind of cutting implements Dr. Schwartz was going to have to use to operate on her.

"This won't hurt a bit," the nurse said as she pressed the injector to a vein in Yang's left arm. Yang knew she was lying.

The nurse pulled the trigger on the injector. There was a loud clacking sound accompanied by a whiff of yellow Dust. Yang felt the sharp sting of the needle as it punched through her aura and embedded itself in her skin.

The nurse withdrew the injector, leaving the needle and tube in place. The drugs started flowing. Yang felt their effect almost immediately. It was like someone had thrown a wet blanket over her. Her vision started getting hazy. She heard Dr. Schwartz say something, but it was too muffled for her to make out. A moment later, she slipped into unconsciousness.

* * *

><p>Yang was walking down a footpath on Beacon Academy's campus. At least, Yang was pretty sure she was at Beacon Academy. Everything looked familiar, although not all of it was quite right. Buildings had been relocated or had even taken on different shapes and sizes. New paths that Yang had never seen before crisscrossed between them. None of the damage from the battle was evident either. Maybe it had been repaired.<p>

Yang began to wander. She couldn't remember what she'd been doing or even how she'd gotten to Beacon. She felt like she should be looking for something, but she wasn't sure what.

The campus was eerily quiet. There was no wind or the rustling of leaves. There was no chatter of students making their way from class to class. Even Yang's footsteps were completely silent.

Yang passed by empty dormitories and classrooms. There was no one about except her. Even the birds and squirrels that made their homes in Beacon's trees were gone. Yang was all alone with nothing but beautiful silence to accompany her.

Suddenly there was the soft tap of a heeled boot on cement. The tiny sound was like a thunderous crash in the quiet of the absolute silence. Yang looked around to try to find the source of the sound, but she didn't see anyone or anything disturbing the perfect stillness.

There were more footsteps. They were slow and steady like someone was taking a casual stroll. The footsteps teased Yang, flitting about here and there. Just as they grew louder, Yang would turn a corner to find nothing there. Yang started searching more desperately. She was drawn to the sound like it was water in a desert.

The footsteps led Yang off the path and into a forest that had sprung up from nowhere. They grew louder and louder, closer and closer, spurring Yang into a run. She pushed tree branches and foliage out of her way as she went. The footstep's source was definitely ahead; Yang thought she could even see someone through the leaves.

Yang burst through a bush only to be confronted with Beacon's dining hall. She froze. This was where it had happened.

Cautiously, Yang stepped forward. There was no sign of the monster or any grimm. There were no scorch marks from the fires that had burned. It had all been forgotten and erased. Yang walked up to the dining hall's doors. They were much larger than she remembered. They looked fit to guard the keep of an ancient castle.

Yang pushed on the gargantuan doors with all her might. Their weight resisted her, but slowly they yielded and opened. On the other side, there was the figure of a woman with her back to Yang. She had a bow, wavy black hair, and coattails. Even from behind, Yang recognized her. She would recognize Blake anywhere.

Blake started to walk away. Yang tried to call out to her but found she couldn't make any sound at all. She ran as fast as she could, but no matter how hard she tried, Blake seemed to get farther and farther away.

Yang reached out for Blake. She was desperate for her partner to turn around, to see her, to do anything but leave. But everything began to fade. Beacon Academy vanished into an inky void, and Blake became nothing more than an invisible silhouette of black on black.

* * *

><p>Yang slowly opened her eyes as consciousness returned to her. The world around her was a blur of sterile white. She was apparently lying in a bed, but it didn't feel like her own. It took her a moment to remember that she was in a hospital, although her drug-addled brain couldn't quite come up with the reason why.<p>

"Ah. You're finally awake," a familiar voice said. A face appeared in Yang's field of view. It was too blurry to make out, but the voice sounded a lot like Weiss.

"Blugh," Yang managed.

"Elegant as always," the voice quipped. It was definitely Weiss.

"Shut…up…" Yang slurred. Disoriented or not, Yang would never take sass from Weiss lying down, figuratively speaking.

"Dr. Schwartz said the surgery went well," Weiss said.

"The surgery!" Yang said, suddenly remembering why she was here. She struggled to sit up.

"Whoa! Try to stay calm," Weiss said.

Yang felt a hand gently push her back down.

"Here," Weiss said. Yang saw her reach for something. There was the soft whir of a motor and the front of Yang's bed tilted up, bring her into a reclining position.

"Thanks," Yang said. She lifted her right arm so she could see it. It was still just a stump, but there were some new additions to it.

Yang concentrated hard to try and push the drugs out of her system. It took a minute, but her vision cleared. There was a ring of metal embedded in the end of her arm. It had several ports of some kind along the circumference that looked like they belonged on a computer. The skin around the implant was puffy and inflamed, but Yang could feel her aura already working to heal her.

"Well, it's a start," Yang said. "When do I get the rest?"

"As soon as the doctor arrives, I'm told," Weiss said.

Right on cue, the door opened and Dr. Schwartz walked in. He was pushing a cart with a metal case and a few other sundries on it.

Dr. Schwartz said, "Good afternoon, Ms. Xiao Long. How are you feeling? Any pain or discomfort at the moment?"

"Not really," Yang said. "I think you gave me enough drugs to knock out a goliath."

"Just about," Dr. Schwartz said. "You wouldn't believe the cocktail we have to pump into a patient with an activated aura. Your semblance didn't help either. It was burning through anesthetic at, quite frankly, an alarming rate. It really gave the anesthesiologist fits."

"Great," Yang said glumly. She used to absolutely revel in her semblance. These days she wished more and more that she'd never been born with it.

"Well, it's best to do this next part when you're still feeling the effects of the anesthetic anyway," Dr. Schwartz said. "So are you ready to try out your new arm?"

"I'm ready," Yang said, trying not to sound too pathetically eager. It really hit her for the first time what was about to happen. Just a few more minutes and all her problems would be over.

Dr. Schwartz picked up a leather restraint from the cart. He walked over to Yang and used it to strap her right arm to the bed.

"What's that for?" Yang asked.

"When I connect a new prosthetic, things can get a little crazy," Dr. Schwartz said. "The first time I did this, the patient punched himself in the mouth. It was hilarious, in hindsight."

Weiss said, "We appreciate you not subjecting Yang to that."

Dr. Schwartz went back to the cart. He opened the metal case. Inside was a cybernetic arm encased in foam padding. Dr. Schwartz pulled the arm out. It was colored matte black with yellow highlights. The old Yang would've described it as badass looking.

Dr. Schwartz grabbed another restraint. He placed the arm on the bed next to Yang's right and tied it down as well, albeit more loosely. He took Yang's stump and gently guided it into position. He carefully lined up the ports embedded in Yang's skin with the corresponding prongs on the arm. "Brace yourself," he said. "This will feel a little weird."

With a sharp motion, Dr. Schwartz connected Yang's real arm with the artificial one. There was a click as the ports locked into place. Yang was immediately bombarded with an excruciating itching sensation all along her right side. It was similar to the phantom pains that had plagued her these past months only much more intense. The prosthetic arm jumped up and pulled hard against the restraint. The mechanical fingers twitched erratically.

Weiss asked, "Is that normal?"

"Quite normal. Hence the restraints," Dr. Schwartz said. "Ms. Xiao Long, I want you to focus. Try to lay your arm back down on the bed and keep it still."

Yang concentrated hard. Her rebellious cybernetic arm jerked downward sharply, then came right back up. Yang's brows knitted together in frustration.

"Don't try and fight it," Dr. Schwartz said. "Work with it, not against it."

Yang stopped trying to control the arm for a moment, then eased back into it. Her artificial limb slowly started to calm down. It came to rest on the bed, and after a few more errant twitches, stayed there. The itching sensation began to fade. Yang felt her muscles relax. She hadn't realized she'd been tensing them.

"Very good," Dr. Schwartz said. "Now let's try flexing the fingers."

Yang's new fingers moved with an unnatural jerking motion, but her hand did close and open again.

"Excellent," Dr. Schwartz said. "Once your nervous system adjusts, you should have almost as much manual dexterity as before."

Dr. Schwartz removed both of the restraints. Yang lifted her new hand up and held it in front of her face. She turned it from side to side and moved each of the fingers individually. Her expression was stuck somewhere between fascination and disbelief.

"There won't be much tactile sensation. We're still working on that," Dr. Schwartz said. "But you will be able to feel when something is in contact with your new arm. The cybernetics are powered by your aura, so there's no need to worry about recharging, and the construction is mostly carbon fiber, so it's nice and light and durable. The arm will require periodic maintenance, however. I'll go over all of that with you later."

Yang had only half-heard what Dr. Schwartz had said. Now that the discomfort had passed, she was completely enthralled by the new limb that had been grafted on to her. The simple act of moving her new fingers was euphoric. "I need a mirror," she said.

"Of course, there's one in the bathroom," Dr. Schwartz said. "There are still some diagnoses to run, but we can do that later."

"Yeah, later would be good," Yang said absently.

"I'll give you and Ms. Schnee some time alone," Dr. Schwartz said. He tossed the restraints back onto the cart and pushed it out of the room.

Yang got out of bed. She wobbled a little bit, still not completely over the anesthetic.

"Careful!" Weiss said. She was at Yang's side in an instant.

Yang ignored Weiss and walked straight into the small, attached bathroom. Out of habit, she flipped the light switch with her left hand. The lights came on, but Yang didn't look into the mirror just yet. She walked right up to the sink, and then raised her head. Only her head and shoulders were visible in the mirror. Even the short amount of time she had spent out of bed had done wonders for her appearance. The wretched creature that had haunted her bathroom mirror back on Patch was nowhere to be seen. Yang might even have been able to pretend that everything was normal from what she saw now.

Yang stepped back until the rest of her came into view. She saw two arms. One made of flesh and blood, and the other made of carbon and metal. A powerful emotion surged in Yang's chest and threatened to overwhelm her. She lifted her hands, both of them, and looked down at them. She had two hands. She had two arms.

Weiss approached quietly from behind. "I had some input on the design of your prosthetic. I hope you like it."

Yang spun around and enveloped Weiss in a bone-crushing bear hug. Weiss threw her hands up in surprise. She normally had a strict no-touching policy, but instead of pushing Yang away like she clearly wanted to do, she patted her comfortingly, if awkwardly, on the back.

"Thank you! Thank you so much!" Yang gushed. Tears flowed from her eyes and wetted the shoulder of Weiss's blouse.

"You're welcome," Weiss wheezed, struggling to breathe in Yang's crushing grip.

Yang just stood there, hugging poor Weiss. She couldn't even describe the feelings that were bombarding her, and most gloriously, she didn't have to fight them. She'd spent so much time desperately trying to bury everything into the deepest, darkest part of her soul, but now she could let everything out. She didn't have to be afraid to feel anymore.

* * *
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**Chapter 4: Losing and Winning**

When Yang was finally released from the medical center, it was all of an hour before she found her way to the Schnee mansion's state-of-the-art exercise and training facility. Like everything in the Schnee mansion, it boasted nothing less than the best the world had to offer. It even included a full-size dueling arena.

Most of the facility's equipment looked absolutely pristine. Yang wondered if half of it had ever even been used. She was getting the impression that daddy Schnee didn't really care if there was any need for the things he acquired, just so long as they were the best.

Yang was in the center of the facility, stretching out her poor, stiff muscles. She was dressed for a workout in her tank top and shorts. Her ankles and left hand were wrapped in athletic tape. Out of habit, she had almost taped up her right hand too before realizing that it wouldn't really make much difference.

Yang finished up her stretching. She walked past all the elaborate resistance training machines, past a row of high-tech practice dummies, and stopped in front of a good old-fashioned punching bag.

Beacon Academy, like the Schnee mansion, had also had a very well-equipped training facility, but Yang had usually passed up using the fancy equipment there too. She preferred to literally beat the stuffing out of a punching bag or three. There was just something so very satisfying about it. It had always been her favorite workout, and it probably always would be.

Yang dropped into a fighting stance. Even after all these months, her body remembered the correct position. She spent a moment just bouncing on her heels, giving herself a chance to loosen up. She opened with a few quick jabs with her left hand followed by a right hook. She hadn't quite mastered her new cybernetic arm yet. It still was a little jerky when she moved it. But she was good enough with it to make a fist, and right now that was all she needed to do.

The chains holding up the bag creaked as Yang laid into it. Working out with her new hand was strange. She could feel when she touched something with it; but a forceful punch, a gentle tap, and everything in between all produced the same mild sensation. It was something she'd have to get used to.

Yang decided she'd warmed up enough and really opened up on the punching bag. Her fists struck twice as fast and twice as hard. She dodged and weaved against imagined blows. She even threw in a few kicks for good measure. It was exhilarating to be taking the first steps toward reclaiming her former glory, but it was also exhausting. After only a few minutes, Yang had to draw on her aura to keep up the same intensity. She'd known her long months of being sedentary had taken their toll, but she couldn't quite believe that she was this out of shape.

Yang kept up her assault, refusing to give up. Her muscles began to ache and her lungs were burning, but she wouldn't go down before the punching bag did. She wasn't going to lose to something that couldn't even fight back.

The punching bag began to tear under the repeated blows. Yang redoubled her efforts. With each hit, the tear got wider. The knuckles on Yang's left hand began to sting. She saw blood on the punching bag. She'd burned through so much of her aura to keep going that it was no longer protecting her. Without any aura to intervene, she'd torn through the tape over her fingers and broken the skin beneath.

Yang didn't stop. She ignored the pain and kept punching, kept fighting, just like she used to do. She didn't care if she ended up breaking all the bones in her fingers; she was going to take down the punching bag. Her aura would heal her, and she was done with giving up.

Sand was already leaking from the punching bag. It had almost given out. With a roar, Yang slammed her artificial fist into the bag and it finally surrendered completely. The bag blew open, and sand sprayed out onto the floor.

Yang doubled over. Her breath came in heaving gasps. Her whole body trembled. Blood dripped from her hand. She tried to right herself but only toppled to the floor. Sweat soaked her clothes and she could hardly move. She was still a shadow of what she'd been, but Yang was beside herself with glee. When she had lost her arm, the worst part had been that no matter how hard she struggled, no matter how hard she tried, there had been nothing she could've done to fix it. Being out of shape was entirely different. That Yang could fix. It would be an uphill battle all the way, but Yang was made for battle.

* * *

><p>Every day for the next week Yang showed up at the Schnee mansion's training facility. Every day the facility's supply of spare punching bag got a little bit smaller. Yang only stopped to eat and sleep. She'd barely even seen Weiss, which was why she was surprised when she walked into the training room one day and found Weiss waiting for her there. Weiss was dressed in her bolero jacket and combat skirt with her rapier hanging at her side. She had the left half of Ember Celica in her hand.<p>

"Come to join the fun?" Yang asked.

"You could say that," Weiss said. She held up Yang's bracelet. "I thought you might be ready to move on from punching bags."

Yang grinned. "Are you challenging me to a fight?"

"A sparring match," Weiss insisted. "They're not the same thing."

"You're on!" Yang said. She snatched her bracelet out of Weiss's hand and hooked it onto her wrist.

Yang followed Weiss to the dueling arena. Team RWBY had spent a lot of time sparring last semester. In addition to their regular combat classes, teams were encouraged to spend some of their extracurricular time facing off against one another. It was the best way to learn your teammates' strengths and weaknesses in battle.

Team RWBY had agreed early on that they wouldn't concern themselves with who'd beaten who how many times, and instead focus on getting better as a team. It had been a sensible idea that Yang had completely ignored. She'd secretly kept track in her head how well she'd done against everyone. In fact, if she was so inclined, she could list off her win rate against every single student she'd ever fought against.

Ruby would've probably been embarrassed to learn just how often Yang beat her. Even with Ruby's incredible speed, Yang knew all her tricks. After all, they had been mock-fighting each other since they were little girls. More to the point, Yang couldn't let her baby sister get one up on her. Weiss, however, was an entirely different story. Except for Pyrrha, no one had managed to beat Yang more often than Weiss. And as the semester had gone along, Weiss's win rate had only gone up. Yang had a huge amount of respect for Weiss's fighting prowess, although she would never admit it.

Weiss walked up to the dueling arena's control pad and tapped some buttons. The lights came on and holographic screens flickered to life. She asked, "Shall we use tournament-style rules?"

"I'm up for anything," Yang said.

Weiss pushed a few more buttons. An automated official with a synthesized voice announced overhead, "Arena is ready. Contestants, to your marks."

Weiss took her position in the center of the arena on one of the starting marks.

"Contestant One ready," the official said.

Yang took her position as well. There was a big grin on her face.

"Contestant Two ready," the official said.

Weiss drew Myrtenaster and held it in front of her in a classic ready pose. Yang activated her gauntlet. Weiss had offered to pay to have the missing half of Ember Celica replaced, but Yang had refused. Like Ruby, she'd crafted her weapon herself. She wasn't about to let someone else make a cheap copy.

The official started counting down. "Three. Two. One. Begin!"

With a blast from Ember Celica, Yang launched herself toward Weiss. It was a bit awkward using only one gauntlet to propel herself, but she managed. Weiss deftly twirled out of the way and countered with a series of thrusts. Yang managed to block the first few, but the last one broke through her guard. The tip of Myrtenaster clashed against Yang's aura, although not as forcefully as Yang knew Weiss was capable of.

Yang fired off a blast from her gauntlet. Weiss dodged the spray of shot, but Yang let the recoil spin her around and into a kick aimed right in Weiss's direction. Weiss managed to duck the blow, but it put her off balance and completely on the defensive.

Yang pressed her advantage with a flurry of punches. Weiss tried to create some distance between them, but Yang matched her step for step. Just went Yang thought she had Weiss cornered, however, Weiss managed to slip away and put Yang back on guard.

Yang and Weiss fought back and forth. Each of them landed a few good hits here and there, but no one kept the advantage for long. Yang should have been loving it, but instead she was getting more and more frustrated as the duel went on. Between her arm, her missing gauntlet, and the past months of inactivity, Weiss had no excuse not to be mopping the floor with her. Instead, the fight was almost easy.

Until now, Yang had only had one fight with Weiss that had been easy. It was the first time they had ever sparred. Weiss had tried to encase Yang in ice, apparently not realizing that Yang could light herself on fire. The results had been predictable and hilarious, at least hilarious to Yang.

Yang realized the only explanation for why this fight was going so well for her was that Weiss was holding back. The fact that Weiss hadn't used any glyphs or Dust made it all the more obvious.

Yang knew Weiss meant well, but she absolutely, positively refused to be coddled. Now that she had two arms again, she wouldn't let anyone treat her like she was weak, especially not a teammate.

Yang was about to stop the fight and tell Weiss to get serious when she saw Weiss bring the pommel of Myrtenaster up to her chin just like she always did before she lunged. Yang saw an opportunity to really make sure Weiss understood that she needed to take the kid gloves off. It was probably a bad idea, but if Yang could pull it off, it would be awesome. And that was always reason enough for Yang to try something.

Just as Yang had predicted, Weiss lunged forward. Yang, ready for it, reached out with her cybernetic hand. It was very convenient that Weiss was left-handed, otherwise Myrtenaster would've been on the wrong side. The open palm of Yang's hand connected with Myrtenaster and slid down the rapier's length. Had Yang's hand been made of flesh and blood it almost certainly would have been sliced opened, even with an aura protecting it. Yang snapped her fingers shut. She used her strength to yank Myrtenaster out of Weiss's grip. Weiss stumbled, having been thrown off balance, and a kick from Yang sent her sprawling to the mat.

Weiss got to her feet. No doubt she was expecting Yang to have a goofy smile on her face, just like she usually did whenever she pulled a stunt like that. But Yang was not smiling. Instead, she was giving Weiss her sternest look.

"Stop taking it easy on me," Yang said.

"Yang, it's only been a week," Weiss said. "You can't expect yourself to be completely recovered."

Yang could see the sympathy on Weiss's face. She hated it. It seemed Weiss wanted to do this the hard way. That was fine with Yang. She always enjoyed pushing Weiss's buttons.

"Well I guess that makes sense," Yang said.

"I'm glad you agree," Weiss said, brushing herself off.

"After all, it'll be way less embarrassing when you lose to me if you can say you weren't giving it your all," Yang said.

"What!?" I haven't lost to you!" Weiss said.

"You haven't won yet," Yang said.

"I know what you're doing, and I'm not going to play this game with you, Xiao Long!" Weiss said.

Yang knew she had Weiss now. Weiss only called her by her last name when she was really annoyed. Yang asked, "So you're going to surrender then?"

"Who said anything about surrender?" Weiss asked.

"You did. Just now. I accept," Yang said.

"Stop that!" Weiss demanded.

"It's not like you can even really fight me when I've got your sword." Yang dangled Myrtenaster in front of Weiss teasingly.

"Yang!" Weiss shouted.

"Winter will be so disappointed when she hears about this," Yang said, delivering the final, verbal blow.

Yang could actually see the exact moment that Weiss snapped. There wasn't a scream of rage or any other sub-verbal utterance; Weiss's face just turned cold enough to frost glass while her eyes lit up with a burning fury that rivaled any fire Yang could produce. Weiss thrust a finger at the ground and a yellow glyph appeared underneath her. Yang recognized it a second too late as Weiss's time dilation glyph. Of course, a second was all she'd had.

Faster than any human or faunus eye could follow, Weiss charged Yang and punched her in the face with more strength than most people would guess the petite woman possessed. Yang went flying backward. Myrtenaster slipped from her hand and Weiss plucked it out of the air.

Before Yang had even hit the floor, her semblance came to life and energy surged into her. The second she made contact with the mat, she sprung back to her feet, grinning like a madwoman. "That's more like…oh no."

White glyphs surrounded Yang on all sides. In a flash, Weiss was everywhere. She struck from the left then the right then the back, all in the blink of an eye. Each blow was precisely measured to inflict just enough damage to not fuel Yang's semblance any further.

Yang realized she was going to lose far too quickly at this rate, so she took all the strength Weiss's glyph-assisted punch had given her and smashed her fist into the ground as hard as she could. The resulting shockwave threw Weiss across the arena and blew away all her glyphs.

Yang charged at Weiss immediately. Even as Weiss was scrambling to her feet, Yang could see Myrtenaster's barrel rotating. Yang guessed that Weiss was about to infuse her rapier with red Dust and forcefully repulse the next blow. That was the tactic Weiss usually fell back on when pressured by a strong opponent.

Just before Yang finished closing the distance, she used her gauntlet to launch herself into the air and came down over Weiss's guard with a head-over-heels ax kick. The kick connected with enough force to bend solid steel. Weiss's aura flared brilliantly against the attack, but it could do nothing to keep her on her feet.

Adrenalin flowed through Yang like it never had before. She was actually going to win. After a blow like that, Weiss's aura had to be nearly depleted. All it would take was one or two more hits and it would all be over.

Yang raised her fist just as a white glyph appeared underneath Weiss. Weiss flicked her wrist and used her glyph to drag herself clear of Yang's punch. She sprung to her feet. She had indeed loaded Myrtenaster with red Dust, and now she unleashed it all in an inferno of flame.

Yang raised her arms to block. The blast hit her dead-on and sent her skidding backward a few feet. Her semblance hungrily ate up the energy, setting her hair aglow. A strength that even most huntsmen and huntresses could only dream of filled Yang's body. Power surged just beneath her skin begging to be released. More than anything else, this was what Yang had missed. She was ready to literally explode in a firestorm of destruction, but for the first time ever, she hesitated. Something wasn't right. Weiss had already hit her hard enough once in this fight to activate her semblance, and Weiss never, ever made the same mistake twice.

Yang was conflicted. A small, strange new part of her was telling her not to charge headlong at Weiss, but her semblance had been awakened and she was not going to ignore it. She shoved her doubts down as deep as they would go and did what she always did. She ran straight toward Weiss, straight toward victory.

Yang didn't make it. Halfway, her feet adhered to the floor, nearly causing her to fall over. She looked down, confused, and saw a black glyph beneath her.

"Oooooh," Yang said. She looked back up at Weiss.

Weiss extended two of her fingers and flicked them upward. The glyph holding Yang's feet to the ground turned red and violently launched her into the air. An instant later, Weiss flew to meet her, Myrtenaster extended and glowing with the power of Nature's Wrath.

Weiss's strike connected. There was a bright, white glow followed by an explosion of energy, and Yang was tossed aside like a rag doll. She promptly collided with the arena wall and slid down it unceremoniously to the floor.

"Match! Combatant One wins!" the automated official announced.

Yang lay there, sprawled out on the ground. She tried to bite back her disappointment. For a moment she'd really thought she was going to win. Admittedly, her beating Weiss hadn't been very likely, but she really, really hated losing.

Yang heard the sound of boots stomping toward her. Then she heard Weiss say, "What were you thinking!?"

"Yeah, sorry about goading you," Yang said. She picked herself up off the floor. "But hey, it worked."

"That's not what I'm talking about, you dolt!" Weiss shouted. "Why did you charge me? It was obviously a trap! I know you knew! I saw you hesitate!"

"I figured I could handle it," Yang said.

"You can't keep pretending that you're invulnerable!" Weiss scolded. "You're not!"

Yang's expression darkened. "I know I'm not."

"Then why did you charge? You might have won if you'd been a little more cautious," Weiss said.

"It was just a sparring match." Yang shrugged.

"Someday it won't be! I don't have to tell you that!" Weiss said.

"No, you really, really don't," Yang said. Her artificial hand curled into a fist. She didn't like where this conversation was going.

"I'm…" Weiss started, then thought better of it. "Look, just try to be more careful in the future."

"Sure," Yang said, unconvincingly. She really felt like punching Weiss in the face for reminding her of what she'd been through. It had happened, but it was over now. She could fight again. Everything was alright.

Weiss sighed. She said, "I think it's time we focus on how to locate your sister."

"Don't worry about that," Yang said, forcing a grin onto her face. "I've got a brilliant plan."

* * *

><p><em>Author's Note: <em>_Let the debate commence on who could beat who in a fight! That's something that fans never get tired of doing._

_Creating a RWBY-style action sequence in a written format is definitely a challenge. Even without the limiting factor of an animation budget, I don't think I can compare to the late, great Monty Oum. All I can do is offer up a pale imitation._

_I should note that I have a theory on how Yang's semblance works. Specifically, I think there's a certain threshold that has to be passed before a hit will make her stronger. If that's the case, her fight against Neo in Volume 2 would make a lot more sense._

_Constructive criticism is always welcome so please feel free to review or comment. If you want to be notified of updates or send me a message, you can find me on tumblr under the name electronicyarn._


End file.
